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Reviews: March 1987 


Hampton was such a great place to see a Dead show. South- 
ern enough to afford respite from freezing Northeast tem- 
peratures without being a die-hard bastion of the 
Confederacy (à la Richmond), Hampton was an ideal place 
to get a year’s first “fix” of Grateful Dead. The locals had 
learned early on that Deadheads equaled money, treating 
fans with an amused courtesy that was all too often lacking 
in other Northeast tour stops. The Coliseum was the last 
East Coast indoor venue to have a general admission seating 
policy. While West Coast Deadheads took general admis- 
sion for granted, it was a real treat for East Coasters. 

The Dead, for their part, seemed to have settled on 
Hampton as an agreeable site for commencement of their 
springtime labors—this was the fourth year in a row the 
band had opened its spring tour here. The year before, the 
band had revived “Box of Rain,” debuted “Visions of 
Johanna,” and showed other signs that they were having a 
ball. But the stakes were seldom higher than they were in 
March 1987. 

Jerry’s illness had meant no fall ’86 tour, meaning that 
East Coast Deadheads who hadn’t been to California lately 
hadn’t seen the band in over eight months. Anticipation was 
rampant—Hampton was a tough ticket. There were as 
many people without tickets milling around outside the 
Coliseum as there were seats inside. It must have been quite 
a scene. This was one of the first runs where ticketless 
hordes were a problem—a problem that would only get 
worse as time went by. 

The people who managed to get in got three nights of 
solid tightness from an ensemble vastly improved over the 
1986 edition. Garcia’s playing had a tasty, aggressive bite; 
Weir seemed focused (in marked contrast to the January S.F. 
shows); Phil was more prominent in the mix; the drum- 
mers pursued the beat with relentless abandon, and 
Brent . . . these tapes are worth having just to hear Brent’s 
contributions, from barrelhouse piano to soulful Hammond 
and everything in between. 

The energy manifest at these shows would culminate in 
the recording of the In the Dark album. None stands out as 
especially fantastic, yet taken as a whole, the run offers a 
consistent, upbeat—dare I say it—happy Grateful Dead. If 
you haven’t heard these tapes, and you get your hands on 
them, listen to a couple of randomly selected pre-coma ’86 
shows before you start listening to these. You'll know what 
I mean. 

I hadn’t realized it before, but Jerry’s voice did decline a 
bit in the wake of his near-death experience. Predictable and 
understandable, it’s nonetheless noticeable. It doesn’t 
detract from the music. The fact that he was onstage at all 
was more than enough for the crowd at the first show—they 
went berserk when Jerry began singing “Sugaree,” and 
again as he began his first solo on that tune. Many in the 
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audience had heard tapes of “Push Comes to Shove” by 
now, which would explain why this “new” song was greeted 
like a long-lost friend. The second set, framed as it was by a 
split “Sugar Magnolia,” was something of a Jerryfest. 
“Scarlet Fire” was a triumphant celebration; back-to-back 
post-“Drums” Jerry tunes added to the overall “Welcome 
back!” vibe. It’s obvious from the tapes that Jerry was pac- 
ing himself—“Estimated” did not go into “Eyes”; Weir 
would be more heavily featured in the subsequent second 
sets. 

The biggest surprise at the second show was a mid-first 
set “Iko” that set the place rocking. Jerry took a back seat 
in the second set, offering only “Ship of Fools” and 
“Stella.” Phil opened with “Box of Rain,” while Weir came 
through with thunderous renditions of “The Other One” 
and “Lovelight.” Despite the lack of Jerry content, I find the 
second night’s second set (particularly from “Truckin’” on) 
to be the strongest of the run, in no small part because Weir 
kept a rocking pace. 

I must point out that the most obvious improvements in 
the band’s attack came during the “Space” segments. All 
three nights’ “Space” showed imagination and execution 
that were superior to anything the Dead had attempted 
along these lines in a long time. Phil is much more up-front 
here; it’s obvious he feels like playing. 

The “Gimme Some Lovin’” > “Black Muddy River” set 
opener from the last night seems odd in retrospect, until you 
remember that “Black Muddy” was in its infancy and 
hadn’t yet found a home in the set. It’s a delicate transition 
that the band handles very well. The “Playing” > “Ter- 
rapin” medley is another peak, and Brent nails “Mr. Fan- 
tasy” to the evident delight of all. Bob bop-bops his way 
through an “Not Fade Away” that stops on a dime, rather 
than fading out, a trend that would evolve as the year pro- 
gressed. 

These shows were not flawless. There are lyric lapses 
during “Scarlet,” “Box of Rain,” and other numbers. Weir 
briefly falls out of sync during “Jack Straw.” But these are 
minor quibbles. Those of you who were fortunate enough 
to attend any shows at Hampton will find pleasant memo- 
ries triggered by these excellently recorded tapes. Others 
may realize that the 10/89 “Warlocks” shows happened 
where they did for a darn good reason. 

CHRIS FORSHAY 
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Civic Center, Hartford, CT 


Set 1: In the Midnight Hour > Cold Rain and Snow, 
C. C. Rider, Row Jimmy, My Brother Esau > When Push 
Comes to Shove, Desolation Row > Bird Song > 
Promised Land 

Set 2: China Cat Sunflower > I Know You Rider, Looks 
like Rain, He’s Gone > Drums > Space > I Need a Mira- 
cle > Black Peter > Around and Around > Good Lovin’ 


Encore: The Mighty Quinn (Quinn, the Eskimo) 


4. Source: AUD, Quality: A—, Length: 3:00 
Highlights: Midnight Hour > Cold Rain and Snow, C. 
C. Rider, Bird Song, Black Peter 


Sometimes when you get to a concert venue you just know 
that something special is going to happen. The crowd out- 
side has that extra energy going, there’s no hassles going on, 
it just feels good. It continues inside the hall when the crowd 
won’t stop hooting and cheering until the first notes of the 
first song are played. This was definitely how it was in Hart- 
ford that night. Although many first sets have become 
warm-up periods for the band, this night the boys were 
warm from the get-go. “Midnight Hour,” immediately fol- 
lowed by “Cold Rain and Snow,” simply rocked. “C. C. 
Rider” brought the crowd to a frenzy during Brent’s solo, 
only to be taken even higher by Jerry’s explosion up and 
down the guitar neck. It was blues by Garcia at its best. 
“Desolation Row,” a Dylan classic, was a nice but long 
diversion. The jam in “Bird Song” brought the crowd to a 
peak three times: each time we were brought down gently, 
then coaxed back up again. The Beast that is the Grateful 
Dead was moving full speed ahead and climaxed the first set 
with a rollicking “Promised Land.” 

When the boys came back onstage for the second set, my 
brother and I looked at each other and simultaneously said, 
“ ‘China Rider.’ ” It’s great when you’re right. The transi- 
tion between the two numbers is driven by a thundering 
thythm section of Phil, Billy, and Hart, all pushing the rest 
of the guys to keep up the pace. During moments like this 
when the crowd and band are moving as one, I don’t know 
who’s playing for whom! During “Rider,” Jerry’s solos seem 
to scream out above the thunder. “Looks like Rain” tem- 
Porarily slows things down, until the end of the song when 
Bob’s rave along with the band again drove us all up the 
wall again. Following “Drums” > “Space,” “I Need a Mir- 
acle” blurts through the psychedelia quickly. It is followed 
by a very intensely sung and played “Black Peter,” which 
under the circumstances of Jerry’s recent comeback from ill- 
ness carries great weight with the crowd. This song is played 
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at a quicker pace with a searing solo following the ending 
verse of “Run and See.” Phil and the drum section again 
thunder behind Jerry and Bob, sometimes moving out front. 
It abruptly comes to a screeching halt and turns into 
“Around and Around,” which is followed by a thundering 
version of “Good Lovin’.” The Dead have this unique abil- 
ity to slowly raise the level of sound/energy as a song 
reaches its apex, first from the drummers, then Phil, then 
Bobby, Brent, and Jerry all rising to an incredible ending. 
Sometimes these fellows emit so much power with their 
sound that it’s hard to believe. “Mighty Quinn” follows as 
a perfect sing-a-long encore. 

After the show I ran into a Deadhead friend and I asked 
him what he thought about the show. He started to sound 
like some overcritical movie reviewer, so I cut him off and 
said, “What you just saw my friend was ‘Good Old Grate- 
ful Dead’!” 

DAVID ROSENBLUTH 
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Civic Center, Hartford, CT 


Set 1: Alabama Getaway > Greatest Story Ever Told, 
West L.A. Fadeaway, Little Red Rooster, Brown-Eyed 


Women, Beat It on Down the Line, Tennessee Jed, The 
Music Never Stopped 

Set 2: Touch of Grey > Samson and Delilah, Cumber- 
land Blues, Estimated Prophet > Eyes of the World > 
Drums > Space > Uncle John’s Band > Morning Dew 


Encore: Johnny B. Goode 





1. Source: SBD, Quality: A—, Length: 2:30 

2. Source: AUD, Quality: A—, Length: 2:30 

3. Source: FM-SBD (KFOG DHH 127), Quality: A, 
Length: 0:25 (“Space” > “Uncle John’s Band” > “Morning 
Dew”) 

4. Source: FM-SBD (KFOG DHH 133), Quality: A, 
Length: 0:15 (“Estimated Prophet”) 

Highlights: The best-ever version of “Touch of Grey” 


After a decent but not great show the night before, I was 
hoping for a better showing on this night. The first set was, 
however, more of the same. Very little to kvetch about, but 
nothing all that interesting or spine-tingling. “Beat It on 
Down the Line” is a treat (twenty-four intro beats for you 
scorekeepers), and the set ends better than it started with 
“Tennessee Jed” and “The Music Never Stopped.” 
Nothing in this foreshadowed the momentous version of 
“Touch of Grey” that opens the second set. In the Dark 
hadn’t been released yet; no one was sick of the “new sin- 
gle.” It was just one of the new songs. What comes forth is 
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